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WHO KNOWS?

Who knows of the stops it takes
To ketp the homo together,

Who kuows of the work (& makes?
Only one—the mother,

Wha listons to chilidish wnos
Which kisses only smotlier,

Who's pained by naughty blows?
Ooly one—~tho mother.

Who knows of the untiring caro
Bostowed on baby hrother,

Who knows aof the tender prayer?
Only one—the mother.

Who knows of the lessons taught
Of Joving one another,

Who knows of the patisnoo sought?
Only ono—the mother.

Who knows of the anxions fears
Lest dariing may oot weathor

The storm of life tn after yoars?
Only one#—the mother,

Who kneels at the throne above
To thank the Heavenly Father
For that sweatest gift—a mother’s love?
Ouly ono—the mothar,
—Homwe Jowrnal,
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THRILLING ADVENTURE.

The Story of My Strange De-
liverance.

There was a touch of comedy in the
frst and a decided tragedy in the lat-
ter seemes of a drama in real life, in
which 1 pl:i'\'('d. involuntarily, a lead-
ing part, which has always been inter-
esting in its telling, and may be
aqually #o when written and read.

It was about a month after the close
of our civil war when I was stationed
at o town on the Mississippi, in Louisi-
ann, busily engaged, in connection
with my duties as Frovost Marshal of
the division and distriet, in pavoling
the many ex-Confederates who were
constantly coming in—most of them
sick and worn, all hungry and dirty.

Oid Colonel C., a good *“rebel’” and
n fine gentleman, considered himself
under obligntions to me for sending to
hishome in an ambulance, his young,
brave. gray-conted and very sick
soldier son, and he continually invited
me to nceept of his hearty old-fash-
ioned Southern hospitality at the home
plantation about eight miles from our
post. He had three young dsughters,
good “robels' all, but pretiy, bright,
sensible ladies, whose political opinions
never tainted their courtesy. I was
glad to seek such plensant company,
and often did so.

I received notice one day from the
Colonel, that the next Sunday would
be Miss Georgia's birthday—that my
presence wonld add to the joyonsness
of the oceasion, and that there would
be ample home products for egg-nogg,
which latter intimation I well under-
stood to mean that I would be grently
thanked if T brought the spirituous in-
gredients for that seductive coucoc-
tion.

Early on the day mentioned 1
mounted with two canteens, one of
whisky and one of Jamaica rum, fust-
ened to my saddle-bow, and with no
weapons. Necessity required that 1
should be in uniform passing through
our troops and lines, and as the day
was very, very warm I wore only a
flannel undershirt beneath my closely
buttoned, double-breasted econt, and
strapped behind me a clean white gar-
ment and two collars, polished in the
bost style of the laundry art. I knew
I would have to throw off my tight-
fitting **harness" on my arrival to put
on the light gray jacket the Colonel
always insisted suited me better than
the blue and brass, and I wanted to
look *mice.™

The road was long, hot and torribly
dusty. About five hundred yards from
my place of destination I stopped,
picketed my horse inside the fence,
retived to a thick grove of light under-
brush, I well knew, and through which
ran a little stream of cloar water. 1
tlizrobed and bathed, then, fresh, cool
and clean, T proceeded to prepare for
inspection nnd review. I was strug-
gling with the over-starched “liled
shirt," head and arms hidden, when I
heard the erackling of twigs. As I
thrust my head, with hair all tumbled.
through the bosom opening of the
garment, I Jooked direetly into the
muzzies of three revolvers and one
shot-gun, all held within five feat of,
and on aline with, my head in o man-
ner not calounlated to increase o man's
appetite for the contents

Behind each weapon was a villain-
ous ountlaw, specimens of thar class
who were rebels and murderers with
Union men and mwurderers and Yan-
kons with the Confederate men, who
met with no mercy or sympathy from
the true soldier of cither side. Worse
glill, T recognized from deseriptions
often given me, that one of the party
was Mat Kingsley, whose house, near
the pest, T had been forced to take asa
small-box hospital, and who, I hwul
heard, vowed vengence upon me for
the aect.

There was nothing to do but “throw
wp my hands,” and I did it There
wis no nse in arguing or pleading with
such a gang, so I put s bold front on
the matter and tried to compromise,

I had u couple of hundred dollars in
groenbneks in my pocket, and these,
with my horse, I oflerod if they woulil
free me. They laughed the proposi-
tion They bad me and all
these belonging to me, and intended to
part with nothing. They had not ex-
pected such luck a8 finding me, being
on their way to some other cowardly,
thieving expedition, amd sseuring me
Wi u pr

Quickly as possible I wis stripped of
every piecs of clo e and made o
replace it with the ragrod, vermin-in-
fusted of my captors, 1 was
warned that i I made the loast outery
my brains wonld spatter the brash im-
wmediately, and 1 knew the thrent was
in carnest,

Lo soorn.

e unexpeetel

rags

Mat Kingsley, theman I rocognized ,
claimed me as *his meat.™ He told
the others to go on their projected
raid, while he took me to the rendezvons
andl “saved me wup” for their return
the mnext morning. Then secur-
ing my arms behind me and
hobbling my fect beneath Kings-
ley's lean  mule, which they
forced me to bestride, three of the
party look their departure, carrying
with them one of the canteens of
liquor, my guavd claiming tho other as
his share. He mounted my horse, and
making me ride slowly before him,
directed my way through a bridle path
in and amongst the heavy, thick tim-
ber. Why he did not kill me at once I
do not know, except that he may have
desired to prolong my torture, or to
really keep faith with his fellows. We
rode in silence for an hour or more.
At last we came to a small clearing, a
vpigeer pateh,™ in the center of which
wns a tumble-down hut.  Here Kings-
ley stopped, dismounted. untied my
feetl, motioned me to enter the eabin,
and followsd me.

The only occupant of the place wasa
little, thin, half-starved yellow woman.
She seemed *scoared to death’ when
we inyaded her poor place, but, on de-
mamd, furnished us o drink of water,
and Kingsley a pone of corn bread.
She offered me one, but he struck it
from her hani, saying:

“Let thoe cursed Yunkee starve!”

This gave her a clew to the whole
situation, and I couldd see that she
sympnathized with me, but was power-
less to give me aid.  Several times she
made excuses and tried to go out, but
was ordered, with many oaths, to re-
main where she was,

I will not attempt to describe my
feelings; they can easily be imagined.
The thoughts of such an ignoble end-
ing  an extended and somewhat
ereditable military career was what
troubled me most. But 1 keew that
nothing short of a miracle conld save
me.

Kingsley had been fraquent in his at-
tentions to lhe canteen of whisky dur-
ing our ride, and now ho had it at his
mouth evary few minutes. With every
drink his roge inoreased, and he poured
upon my head all the vile eurses and
fonl names hie eonld think of or invent.
He kicked and euffed me, siruck me al-
most stunning blows on the head with
the buit of his vevolver, and took devil-
ish pleasure in picturing the torments
to which I wonld be subjectaod.

From the way he tilled the eanteen
I conlil sex that it would sno be empLy,
and 1 fally expected that my life would
end with the liquor.

He was mad with rare and drunken-
ness.

Hp drained the last drop and threw
the vessel feom him; than he sat for a
time in moody silence, easting glances
of hate nt me uand playing with his
revolver.

At last, with a terrible oath that he
wonld “finish me now,”™ he rose and
piaced the pistol within three inches
of my forehewnl.

He moant to kill me. I conld see it
in his eyes, He: (ll'l.‘l.}'v'll a moment in
pulling the trigger. The little black
woman sprang for him and grasped
his arm.

(Lh]

st. herel not here!
ecusly.

The man turned upon her. I was
50 tind, arms and feet, I eould neither
aid nor eseape.  That woman clung to
him; hke could not shake her off nor
could his blows hurt her much at such
close quarters.

she cried, pit-

Two shots he fired without effect,
while the woman straggled and

writhed, and wound herself about him.

To more easily grasp her he must
have loosened his hold on the pistol;
at all events, it flew from his hand and
fell behind an old box that was stand-
ing in u corner. His hands both free,
he seized the creature by the
throat, choked her almost into in-
sensibility, then lifted and *<lammed"
herin o helpless mass on the dirty
Hoor,

There was no hope for me now.

Panting with his exertions he made
his way to the box, nand, his head
turned to watch me, groped with his
hand for the pistol

Muttering hot eurses
around for a moment or two, then
gave s start, n quick glance at the
dark eavity and uttered a fearful yell,
tightened up, and I saw the most
frightful, terror-stricken face my eyes
ever looked upon.

In a second, u long, thin, black body
glided across the floor and out, of the
door. It was a huge ratilesnnke and
its fangs had closed well and deadly
in the hand of my would-be assassin.

The pouraze and bravado was all
gono from him.  He enlled wpon the
woman, on ma, on Heaven to aid him.
The womnn was still 1 wns
hound so I could not move, and fora
long time I was foreed to witness the
most terrible sight of my life.

At last black mistress of the
place recovered.  In a dazed way she
saw that our cnemy was pl'i.-Hr:llt'.d,
She cut the ropes that bound us, and
both of us did what wa conld to aid
the unbappy wretch.  The liquor he
had drank made the poison more slow
in its effect, but it was not able to save
him. We had no remedies, and the
woman could tell me of no place near
liy where I might procure help.

In less than three hours, so near as I
conld julpe, Kingsley was a bloatad,
purple corp<e, more revolling even in
death thon in fife.

He had taken my trousers as his
share of my clothing. In the pockers
I found my watch, trinkets and money.
Of the latter, my eolored friend had
the larzest share. T was very sorry 1
could do nothing for the snake,

poor

he fumbled

&l

aenseless,

the

I threw the dead body over the
mule’s back and ecorried it a mile or
more from the hut so as to prevent the
people from getting into trouble. I
left the terrible looking object in a
thicket, and the woman promised me
that *“her man' should bury it after
he came home that night. Then I
turned the mule logse, mounted my
horse and rode back to the post, where
I astonished all who saw me, and gave
a8 little explanation of my adventure
as I could.

That night I spent with Culonel C.
and his family, but I was not in my
best uniform or my usual spirits. To
the old gentleman in confidence I told
my adventure.

I often dream that time over, and
am not sorry to wake and find that my
life does not depend upon a strange de-
livernnce as before.—L. B. Wilson, in
Chicago Inter-Ocean.

NEW GUINEA MARRIAGES.

Peoculinr Ceoremonles Charmnoterized by
Unusual Roserve and Modesty.

M. Reclus says the islanders of New
Guinea are married, not anecording to
their own inclinntions, but those of
their parents. They are most fre-
quently affianced at a very tender age,
but are afterwands forbidden to asso-
cinte with ench other: indeed, this is
carried so far that the girl may not
even look at her fuoture hushand.
Both must avoid all contact with the
members, mascaline and feminine, of
the family into which they are about
to enter. Their wedding ceremonies
are characterized by a reserve and a
modesty very remarkable in a savage
people of the tropics. Adorned with
the most beautiful ornaments, the bride
is conducted at night in a torchlight
procéssion through the village. One
womnn carries her on her back, while
another binds her arms as though she
were a captive, and leads her by the
rope to the house of her betrothed
This is a symbol of slavery, a souvenir
of the ancient servitude which the aris-
toeratic class has preserved.  There Is
nothing of this in the processions of
the poor. On reaching their destina-
tion, the bridegroom is presented to the
bride’s relatives, who lead him into
her chamber. She awaits him with
her back turned, indieating that she
does not dare to meet his conquering
guze. The young man approaches till
within two feet of her, turns on his
heel, and then they are back to back.
in the midst of s numerous assembly,
the men on one side, the women on the
other. After the entertainment the
bride is led into her own room, still uot
daring to meet the terrible glance
of her  husband, and keeping
hor back turned to the door; seeing
this, the hushand also turns his back
on her, The whole night is spent in
this manner; they sit there motionless,
having some one to brush away the
flies, and without speaking a word.
If they grow sleepy some one of the
assistants, who take turns in doing
this service, pudges him with his
elbow. If they keep wide awake they
ave assured of a long life and green
old age. Inthe morning they separate,
s1ill without looking at each other, in
order to refresh themselves after the
fatigunes of the previous night. This
performance is  continued for four
nights, and on the fifth morning, with
the first rays of the sun., the young
people may look each other full in the
face. That suflices; the marriage Is
considered  accomplished, and  the
newly wedded pair receive the cns-
tomary congratulations.— Al the Year
Kound,

THE FRANKISH KINGDOM.

The Power Wielded by the Kings of Jor-
usalem for Nearly a Contury.

Those who are nccustomed to think
of the history of the Crusades as
merely that of a succession of marvel-
ous fanatic raids will have their idens
modified when they hear of this civil
constitution of the Frankish Kingdom.
For nearly a century the kings of Jer-
usalem held power over a district of
about 15,000 square miles. For more
than 150 years the Syrians were ruled
by a Latin race, and there Is, our
author remarks, every reason lo be-
lieve that they were content ta be
so governad; “truly, in the present
century,”” he writes, *Sytia might still
be ruled well by a system founded on
that of the Assizes of Jerusalem."
Various were the races ruled hy
these  Christian  kings—Norimans,
Provenenls, Italinns, Germans, Frisi-
ans, and a few English and Spaniards,
at one time Norsemen and Danes,
among Europeans; among the native
riawces, Christian and Moslem, were
Greeks, Armenians, Georginns, Syr-
inns, Moslem, Fellnhin and Arabs, and
apparently Persians among the Druzes
and Assassina. As the naturnl resalt
of the communion of the East and
West, the lingua Franca coutnined n
mixture of Arabic and Italian and oth.
er tongues of the Latin races. The
language of literature and the church
wns Latin. Europeans married native
women; thus arose the race called
Poulains by the chroniclers. Baldwin
L and Baldwin IL married Armenian
Princesses, but this did not result in
placing a half-bred King on the
throne. *The allinnces of the noble
families with Armenians were wvery
numerous, and the rosy cheeks and
dark eyes of the women of this race
seem to have been more admired than
the dusky beauties of Syrians, even
when of Christian beliel.” —Edin-
burgh Review,

—*What is the best way to manage
a man?'" asks a feminine correspond-
ent. The answer to this old conpundrum
“Don’t let the man know you are

is:

trying to manage him."

WEIGHING THE SUN.

The Most Barprising Resalt of the Ad.
vancament of the Scienons.

I'he power we have of weighing &
star ig, without doubt, one of the most
surprising resnlts of the advanecement
of the sclences, that one indeed which
persons unsequainted with the prin-
ciples of celestinl mechanics most hesi-
tate to nccept- To weigh a star is a
fact more extraordinary, aguin, than
to messure the distance of one; and
certainly, neither Copernicus, nor
Galileo, nor Koeppler, nor Newron
conld have imagined that the day
would come when their snecessors
wonld be able, by the application of
their immortal discoveries, to detor-
mine the mass of a star moving in the
depths of celestinl space. Let us at-
tempt to give nn idea of the method
cmployed in acquiring & knowledge
of the magnitunde and the masses of
atars. -

The mass of a star is ealeulated by
the energy of the action that it throws
around it. If the earth were ten times
heavier than it is, still preserving the
same volume, it woold draw bodies
townrd its surfuce ten times more
foreibly than it now does, and an ob-
ject which now falls a given number of
feot in the first second of time, would
then deop ten times that nomber of
feet in that second. Aeain, if the
earth, still preserving its volume, had
the mass of the sunm, it would attract
bodies with an energy increased 3524,-
000 times, and an object which now
weighs one pound Wwould then weigh
524,000 pounds; n man of the menn
weight of 160 ponnds would weigh
51,000,000 of them! We measure the
weight of a stur by the intensity of
the attraction to its surface. Redueed
to its simple expression, in its applica-
tion to the fall of bodies, this attrac-
tion wonld be hard to verify; but we
ean determine it by the velocity of a
satellite gravitating around a star
whose mass we wish to know.

For example, the attraction of the
earth has the power of curving the
straight line which would be followed
by the moon in space if this atiraction
did not exist, and it bends the line by
its attraction in such a way that the
moon runs round the civeumforence of
a cirele in twenty-seven days seven
hours and forty-three minutes,  If the
mass or the encrgy of the earth should
increase, the velocity of the moon in
its orbit would also be augmented; if
the mnss shonld be diminished, the con-
trary effoct on the moon's orbit wonld
be produced.  Attraction varies in the
divect ratio of the masses. The wve-
locity of the moon around the earth
comes from the same foree ns the earth.
The earth is the hand which esuses
the moon to turn in the sling. I the
enrth had wmore force, more. energy
than it really has, it would canse the
moon to turn more swiftly, and vice
versn.  If the sun shonld incresse In
weight the enrth and other planets
wounld turn more rapidly around it
and years would decrease in lengthe
If the mass of the sun should decrease,
the contrary results would take plaece
By comparing the action of the earth
on the moon, we have found that the
sun is 824,000 times more powerful,
more heavy than the earth.—PFrof.
Paul A. Towne.

READY MONEY IN BANKS.

DiMeulty of Cashing Very Large Checks nt
Any Financinl Cancern.

In a gathering recently of five orsix
men, most of whom are at lenst
puted to be wealthy, donbt was ex-
pressed by each one if there is a man
in New York who could draw his
check for 21,000,000 and have it Lon-
ored in nctual cash.

One of the group, a prominent
financier, said: *I know of an instanee
not long sinece which is n fair illustra-
tion of these million dollar chocks. A
London man had a business transac-
tion in which a payment was to be
made to him of £65,000.  For business
reasons he did not wish the checks to
be passed ns in business transsetions
A check had been given to him on
Mills, Glynn, Currie & Co., who uare
the recognized outside bankers of the

e

Bank of England. He went to
them and demanded the cash for
the check. They hal not g much

money on hand and were oblized 1o
nsk him to wait until they conld go to
the bank of England snd proeare it
When he had securad the cash he went
to the other bankers to muke n depos-
it. The second honse refused to ne-
cept the money on deposit until he
had explained to them in the fullest
manner where he got it They hud
never had so large a deposit made in
cash al one time. They wonld not ac-
copt it without knowing where it came
from and looked upon him with sus-
picion for having so much cash in his
pssion until he had explained the
eirenmstances of his business
Of course the baunk of England had
money enough to meet such a check
or a much larger one, the same as the
United States Treasury wounld be able
to meet a greal demamd. Bnt the
fact that £68,000 should be a stumper
for two of the bizgzest banking estab-
lishments of London indicates how
smull 2 part aetual cash plays in the
business transactions of the day.”—
N, Y. Tribune.

—On Robert’s Island, California, one
Jay last week Farmer Gibson shot a
dove. which dropped dead in the grass
near his honse.  As he started to pick
up the bird he saw gomething move to-
ward the spot where it had fallen;
and, thinking it a coon, he fired at the
objeet, which proved to be his thirteen-
year ol son, wio was hiding in the
grain, The charze entered the lad's
breast and he died shortly after,

PITH AND POINT.

—Which is the worse, the man who
can sing and won't or the man who
can't and will P

—No one is likely to accomplish
much who mooldily induolges in a
desponding view of his own capabili-
ties,

—When some men draw up a note
they have to draw it up pretty small
before any one will take it

—A man has hard work to make his
wife believe that he doesn’t own the
enrth when she gots him into a bonnet
Blore,

—If a vixenish wifo ever takes back
her words, it is in order that she may
use them again with redoubled effect.

—A corréspondent writes to ask
what kind of cloth is moest durable
Conviet stripes, dear sir.  They are
never worn ont.—Buffulo Express.

—A néwspaper man has written an
article on “Ladies' Hats,"' but we must
suy he doesn't rise to the height of his
subject.—Burlinglon Free Press. ;

—All is not goid thap glitters—

A beauty fair may oriticise

When cheeks sre red und glaonces twinkles;

"Tis fenckies which plulosophies,

And wisdom comes with soar and wrinkle.

— Texas Siflings,

—A Dukota man recently got fifty
dollars damages from arailroad com-
pany whose line runs through his
farm. His claim was that the trains
wore 3o long passing acrosd his flelds
that they inJm'ml tha crop to that
amount by shading it. —Dakota Bell.

—A Good Recommendation—Old
Podgers—+Yon may be right, Me
Sappington, still, 1 shall send Willie to
Yale." Sap (who entered Harvard
with "83)-—*My dear sir, you will al-
ways regret it.  Now look at me; I ene
tered eight years nago, and——"
(Willie goes to Yale.)

—Mrs, DiGarmo—*1 understand
vonr son is quite sick at college Mrs
Smythe?' Mra Smythe—*“Yes Poor
John! The president writes me that
he centered into his work with too
mitch ardor, and he hns broken down.”
Mra. De Garmo—*What scems to be
the nature of his trouble®™  Mis
Smythe—*He was hit on the head by
a foul ball, I believe they eall it."—
Huarper's Bazar,

—There iz a legend of one who, day-
dreaming iu his chair, behind a vision,
which stood there before him and
beckoned him to follow het to {fortane
He waited singgishly, heeded not het
onll nor her beckoning, until at last
she grew dim and disappeared.  Just
as the vision faded he sprang to his
foot and ericd ont: *Tell me who thon
art!” and reevived the answer, *1 s
Opportunity; onee neglected [ never
return.” —Indianapolis Journal,

—Couldn’t stand the stmpsphere.—
*“The air in this room me feal
faint,”™ said a husband 1o his wife in
a large dry goods store on Bixth nves
nte.  *“The smell of dry goods alwiys
was unpleasant to me. Tl cross the
street and walt for you."' Then he
went neross the streat and Into a lager
beer snloon, the floor of which was
covered with stale beer, cigar stumps
and sawdust, and enjoyed the pure
ozone nntil his wife came out. —Drake's
Traveller's Magazine,

ABOUT THE ZITHER.

ACharming Iostrument Which Is Grow-
ing in Popalar Favor.

The zither (iurnnmm('mi tait-ter) Is
an instrument which has of Inte been
aengrossing the atlention of quite a
number of people, and bids fair to be-
come popular in fashionable cireles.
In European ecities it has attained un-
usaal prominence and won well-marit-
el distinction, which in this country,
for Inck of good teachers, it has failed
torecoive proper attention. {ts nama Is
derived from tho Greek (Kitharia), the
precise shape of which is not known,
but it is supposed to have resembled
the Iyre in construction. It has been
wonderfully improved within the Inst
half century, and to-day is as complete
as any instrument of its kind known to
the world. Its qualities are clear, hav-
ing ndegres of refinement and deliency
possessed by no other instrument ex-
cept the human voice or the violin
It, like other musical
the higher order, has its technicalities,
being capable of portraying a variety
of emotion and expression if manipu-
lated by a flirst-glasa performer. Its
advantages are many, being small in
compass, easily carried from place to
place, especially adapted parior
amusement, and forthermoras compris-
ing in itself melody, bass and ac-
companiment.  According to the form
of to-day, the instrnment has five mel-
ody-strings, tuned in fifths, ecompris-
ine in the chromatic onler & range of

makes

Lo

four octaves and two or three =emi-
tones, and twenty-five or more bass
und necompaniment strings, alse

tuned in fifths, comprising a ranze
chromatically of two octaves or more.
It has crented guite an interest among
the ladies, hu-ilrj__: wall ruinptl_-.l to
leigure moments, and will in a short
time bivome a favorite NIMong them. —
Baltimore Asmerican,

— . ——

Got Them Mixed Up.

“] haven't a fair eaid &
tough whom a policeman in the
northenstern part of the city was or-
deiiig to move on. I ean't fight
you in your official eapscity, I you
ware only a citizen for a fow min-
ntes!"

“Consider ma a citizen,” replied the
officgr, as he laid down his baton and
removed his badge,

An interval of seeonds elapsed, and
as the tough hitehed nearer the fence

show,”

1o =ob a brace for his back he wearily
abserved:
vSav! there Is soms mistake! J

gavss I ent the enparities mixed upt™
—Detroit Frec Pross

instruments of |

| READING FOR THE YOUNG.

AN EXCHANGE.
I had put on Daisy’s hat,
And she hnd put on mine;
And then we ran and got to school
Just as the clock struck nloe.

And there 1 sat in Dn'sy’s seat,
And she went into mige:

For 1 was Dalsy for the day,
And sho wos me, May Vina

At noon eash ate the othor's lunol;
My appotito was small,

For mamma'd made my spocial caka,
And Daisy had it all

Then, after school, when T went off
To Dulsy' < honse to ten,

I thought “wonld mamma spread the jom
As thick for A« oa mel™

And Dalsy's papa’d brought {or hor
A box of ehewing gum X

And, oh! I suw aoross the strees

| My “Falry Talos" bad coma

You soo, T doa’t Hke chewlng gam,
It mnkes me siok. Indeed:

While hisy—=she's widarling girl
But doesa’t lilfe to read.

Sa, ke a Mash I skippa] nway,
Andd rizht apon tho watk
Whas laisy denr—ahe'd started, toos:
We didn't stop to talk:
But Tran ints papa’s house,
And was so glad ‘teas past,
And [ was my ows mamma's girk,
Aad in her arms at last!
— YoulA's Comaanion.

- ——

MUD PIES VERSUS TURKEYS.

A Little Xtory of a B Whn Thought
Girls “Iron't Know Nothing.™

“Now, Puter, stay at home this after-
noon and keep an eye to the house, and
the turkeys as well, Thersseem to me

| indieatlons of n shower, and you mmst
be sure and not let the yonng turks get
wet,” said Farmer Garland, ns he step-
| ped into ths bugzy in which his wife
| was alroady soated. *Yos, sir,” drawl-
l'ed Peter slowly; bathe looked glum
| enongh as he watched his parents out
| of sight and then glameod up st the
| blne sky overhend, muttering: “Stuff
| and nonsense! Nobody will run away
with the house, and thersa is no more
! danger of raln than of snow. I might
| just as well go  fishing with the other
| follows?* Ho did not dare. however,
1o disoboy so positive s command of
his father’s, and pretty soon, with his
handsin his pocketd, ssuntered around
to the back of the farm-house, to loak
at his own especial brood of turkeys,
fine young fowls, that he was ralsing
himself, and which, bofore his mind’s
eve, he could already see sent to mar-
ket and transformed into the jingling
coin of the republie, and that, in turn,
investad in the desire of his heart, a
bicyele. “And Thanksgiving will see
me spinning along on my metal stoed,
and erowing over all the boys,™ he
thought, with pride and delight.

The Garland homestend was a very
old-fashioned mansion, and in the rear
stood one of thosa brick Duatch ovens
in which our forefathers—or. rather,
foremothers—wore wont to bake their
famous milk pies and pan dowdies;
and close to this, Puter cams upon his
two little sisters, deep in their Salar-
dny buking, and merry as grigs, as
they coneocterd their ples of rich brown
mud and fresh spring water, and to
which they gave as high-sounding
paimes as any French chef

“What a silly girl's play that is"
exclnimed Potor, as he gave one of the
lit:le tarts a kick, making wee Polly
ery out that he “had spoiled her best
Patty Fogzarty,” by which we suppase
she moant patesde-fois-zras, and oaused
Tressy to turn on him a pair of big,
reproachful eyes.  Butas he leaned idly
nedingt the fence, watching the young
cooks, he gradually became interested
in their employment. Hy at last ex-
claimed: “Hore, girls, you don’t know
low to make good mud pies! Yours
are all erooked; airls never do do things
right! T'll show yon how they ought to

be!"  And suatching the olil han-
dleless  knifa  from  his  sister's
hands, down this pompons litile
“lord  of ereation' plumped

on the ground and began stirring up
the earth, while poor Tressy could only
sit by and hold the cup of water for his
loniship, and Polly’s sturdy little foet
were kopt busy trudging back and
fortli to the Duateh oven, where these
dec'dedly indigestible specimens of
cookery were pliced to brown.

Thus the afterncon wore nway until
Tressy, looking up, sudilenly  eried:
*Why, there is a big bank of black
clowds coming up in the west! We are
poing to have rain, and the turkeys
must be driven under shelter! But
Peter, who had now turned his atten-
tion from dirt ples and was absorbed
in erecting a munl fort, only sald:
“Don't worry; the shower won't come
here; "twill mo rouwd, most likely!"

Uneasily, Trvssy waited five minutes
longer, nnd then, as the battalions of
clonds eontinuned to advance, started
up. saying: “It is Dbest to be on the
safo side! Let us get the fowls
tocether, Poter!™

] tell you it is not going to rain,™
returned Peter, obstinately; *‘there is
enough blue sky to make trousers for o
dozen sailora.™

“We'll, if you won't come I shall
drive pa's torkeys in mysell,” said
Tressy, who,although usually n gentle,
yielding little ereature, could be firm
enongh at times

“Anid have your trouble for naught.
I can tell by the way of the wind that
the shower will g0 round, and you
had much better stay and see me finish
my Sumter."

Bat Tressy thought otherwise, and

summoning Polly, the two little giris
were soon racing all over the grounds,
driving the tarkeys into the hen-house,
while Peter shouted after them:

“That’s right! run and tear tll yon
are out of breath; but don't dare to
drive one of my brood in doors!”’

It was hand work to cage the wild

crenturss, and the Jittle maids were

tired out before the tail-fanthers of the
Inst refractors gobbler disappenred
within the door and they were all
safely shut in; but by that time there
was not enongh blue sky remaining to
make even a pair of gloves, and
Tressy eame back timidly to the young
fort-builder, to say softly, “‘Please,
let us drive your turkeys im, too,
Peter, for it certainly will rain very
soon, and it would be such a pity if
they should get wet."  But the stub-
born boy, who was toe deeply engaged
to look up. retorted shortly, and un-
grammatically, *No, leave "em alone;
1 ought to know what is best for my
own brood. Girls think they lmow
everything, and they don’t know noth-
ing‘ ”

Mr. Garland often remarked that
“thero never was a boy so set in his way
es Poter,” and he now plodded away
sullenly at his fortification, until a large
drop of rain, splashing on his hand,
mumde him spring to his feetin o hurry
and look wildly around for his young
turkeys, which were scattered in all di-
rections. “Tressy, Polly, do come and
help me!™ he shoutad, as he rushed dis-
tractedly hither and yon; and kimd-
hearted Tressy respondad quickly, but
mischiovons little Polly only sat at an
upper window, laughing at his distress,
while she lisped: *Deth you think dirls
are thnm dood now!

But it was all of no usa; the turkeys
seemed determined to rush on to their
own destruction, and soon the rain
came pelting down in such torrenis as
to drench them to the skin. It was a
sorry night for Peter as he worked
over his pets, trying to dry and warm
them; and for weeks aftor, as he
watchod his young turkeys dwindle
and die, oun by one, and with them all
his hopes of the long-lesired bicycle,
he bitterly 1egretted that hour, speut
so obstinately over the dirt fort

His father refrained from evena
word of reproach, although he reward-
ed Tressy well for her care. But
whenever Poter was inclined to lord
it over his sisters, and think he knew
better than every ono elss, it was only
necessary to say to him, “Well, Poter,
so you prefer mud-pies to turkeys!''—
A C Soye. in Amarican Ayriculiurii.

A LITTLE STORY.
Told by Myrn, or by Her Papn, or by Both
of Them Together.

“Tell me a story, papa'' sald little
Myra

Liifted her into my lap and began:

A man was driving a pony through
the woods."

“What woods?"*

©A forest.™

*“What is a forest?"

=A lot of troes.”

“Like at grandma's?"”

*Yes, dear. A man was driving a
black pony through—"

“A black poay, papa®’

“Yl.'.."x " )

“With a white star on its fore-
head?"

“Yes, pet.™

“And one white foot?"

“Yes, denr. A man was driving a
pony through the woods He met a

llog—'"

“A big dog, papa®

“Yoes "

“3¥ith a brass collar on®’

“Yos*'

“Like Uncle Joe's?""

“Yes.”

“What was the dog’s name®*

“Carlo,™

“Dh!"

“There was n cat'"—

“But yon hadn't said any thing
about a cat.™

“Haudn't 1?2 Well, it was in the
wagon.”

“Boside the man?*”

“Yes""

*On the seat beside him?™

“Yes."'

“xnd where was the Kitten?"’

*Tha kitten? Oh, it was in
wagon, to. "

“In a basketf™

“Yea”

“With a lid to it?"

“Yes.”

«It didn't jump ont, did 62"

“No, dear.™

“Wall, go on.

the

Why do youa stop so

eften?"’

“A girl came along with & para-
sol'"'—

“A littlo girl?"”

“Yos.*

“Abont my age?" !

“Yes." ™

»A silk parasol®’ 3

“Yos."

“With a crooked handle?* "

“With n straizht handle."

*Going to school, was she?"

"i’l‘.ﬁ. "

“With books,and aslate,and a lunch-
basket?™

“Yeu"

“Just like T do?"

Nen"

“You went to school when you wera
little, didn't you, papa?”

“Oh, yes."

“Dil you take lunch®*

“Yes,™

“Bread and butter®"

“Yos."

“And a havd-boiled ega?™

“Yes."

“And cheesa?”

“Yl'ﬁ." _

“Idont like chacse, Mamma doesn’t
pat any in my basket. I guess I'llran
and piay awhile."

“All right, Myra; but—what do you
think of my story?”

“Ols, it was ever 2o nlee.”

But I wasn't quite sure whother 1
had told the story or whether she had
told it. or whether there hal been xuy
story told at all. —Frank H Slanujfcr,
n Youlh's Companigie




